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and the highest compliment that can be paid
him is that one would not suspect him of
being learned.

There is, indeed, a land in which know-
ledge is respected, and that is America. If
we do not take care, the high culture will
desert our shores, like Astraea's flying hem,
and take her way Westward, with the course
of Empire.

A friend of mine once told me that he
struggled up a church-tower in Florence, a
great lean, pale brick minaret, designed, I
suppose, to be laminated with marble, but
cheerfully abandoned to bareness; he came
out on to one of those high balustraded bal-
conies, which in mediaeval pictures seem to
have been always crowded with fantastically
dressed persons, and are now only visited by
tourists. The silvery city lay outspread
beneath him, with the rapid mud-stained
river passing to the plain, the hill-side
crowded with villas embowered in green
gardens, and the sad-coloured hills behind.
While he was gazing, two other tourists,
young Americans, came quietly out on to the
balcony, a brother and sister, he thought
They looked out for a time in silence, leaning
on the parapet; and then the brother said